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he would sit compassionately for three minutes and then begin
to fidget. Not only would he not keep still for me, but more
usually he expected me to keep still for him! Once, a
secretary arrived from the War Office with a locked despatch
box. He stood there, but Winston went on painting, neither
seeing nor hearing. For some time the secretary watched us
both, I looked at him, wondering what he thought, and saw
that he was smiling.
Now and then Winston remembering me, and that I was
trying to portray him, would stop still and face me with all the
intensity with which he had been painting. These were my
momentary chances which he called sittings! Then as the
day faded he abandoned whatever he was at work on and turned
excitedly to the window to paint the sunset. His canvas had
been prepared, the cedar tree in the foreground was already,
painted, he went straight for the colour. On one of these
occasions he said to me, without looking round:
" Sometimes—I could almost give up everything for
it!"
I am convinced that had he from the first put all his colossal
energy and brain into art instead of politics, he would have
been very great and would have something more tangible than
a mere repute to leave behind him. But power is more dear to
the heart of man than all else—power over the destinies of men
and nations ! Regardless of the fact that above all Fate rules
supreme. The destinies of the British Empire must pursue
their way, and in the end it will not make much difference
whether Winston for a little while did or did not add his
shoulder to the wheel. The glory that was Greece lives through
her art and not her politics.
But to return to that little north room at Templeton. Under
such difficulties no one but myself would have attempted
Winston's bust, but I liked him, I liked his head and I liked
Freddy, who wished it done, so I patiently persevered. I have
a theory also that artists miss great opportunities by insisting
always on perfect conditions. Some of my most interesting
heads and my best results are those which have led me through
purgatory. As regards Winston my efforts were finally
rewarded. Circumstances came to my rescue. It was

